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What a child still in her eager voice, her unguarded
impulse!
"You are both changed," Rarnsdell began, "in a wav
that	"
•'Well? In what way?"
"There's a repose between you when you are together,
and when I meet you singly, you speak of each other."
"But to you only," she insisted, defending herself
against a charge of guilelessness. "I never speak~of Lewis
to anyone but you, except in a casual wav."
"Then no one else guesses, of course," he answered with
a smile.
Instantly the childishness left her, "It doesn't matter to
me who guesses," she said.
"Someone does?"
"Sophie. But she can prove nothing. She prowls about
the passages at night. I think she's half mad. Once she
came to the door of my bedroom and knocked, hoping to
find Lewis there, and found nothing. And once, guessing
that Lewis wasn't in his own room, she crept Into the
library. If she had found it empty, I suppose she would
have locked the door on the tower-staircase; then have
given the alarm. Lewis would have been trapped. But it
happened that Lewis was in the library, sitting there in the
dark. She was as frightened as if she had seen a ghost, and
when he spoke to her could think of nothing better to say
than that she had come for a book. But she knows," Julie
added.
"Then why does she say nothing?"
"Because no one would believe her. Uncle Pieter least
of all."
Ramsdell understood now that, though she was fright-
ened, it was not Sophie she feared.
"Tell me," she said. "You see things plain as Lewis
doesn't, as I don't now." She walked away from him a
few paces, turned and came back. "Tell me what's best
to do." And before,he could speak, she added: "I believe
that—I believe that my mother knows."
In the midst of that sentence she had changed her mind

